Civitas Militaris; 


OR, A 


POEM. 


ON TH» 


City Royal Regiment 


HORSE. 


M——— 


By FOHN TUTCHIN, Gent. 


—m—— 
mand — 


Non exercitus, neq; Theſauri prafidia regni ſunt; 
Verum amict. Saluft. in Bell. Jugurth. 


S—— 


LL. ND: @& 28 


Printed for Langly Curtis, at Sir Edmund Bury- 
© Godfrys-Head, near Fleet-Bridge. 16 g 9- 
30.0 chr. 


RAIEER, MASON On IP PATIO PIT OTROS 7 5 A A rn —_— wo —_—_ > * 0640 LOBES YA + 1h AER _- en eat. ded EE oo 4 eee ee a. Le Ae —_—_ tht ——_—_ 


Pn Arne } 


-_ A " 
« ; ; 4 4 4 - < . 
E 1 A f . F's 
PE *; 5 ” 
Y # $; - - 
b $ , q | OY , 
» 1 L 4 . { F 1 gu” 4 & 
, 4 s " 
by 
,” 1 - - 
» 
"I - = 
* ” 
. =» 
.* 
' - 4 
. - 
. ; 4 : ; 
. * 
- [ VP . ol - © 4 1 - 
* ® x % , 4 <G- 
. i, " ® 
: j_ « I # 
| 
> 2 4 ' ! a” of. 
. 3 . * 
F $4 i . by P 
. bs . x , wu 
£ EC” 
” a 
: bl 
. 4 
4 _ . 
; ' 
” ” 4 4 i o - 
+ ol - 
oY y PR " ; of {+ 
* . S 
—-— do 4 
% þ os 6 of » 7 
[ a * 
* - Mn 
*S 
. 
& \ , 
% _ { 
. - . » ' v 
P : ] 
BP . - 
\ " j 4 
x [] 
3 g 0 G p * 
E ' . + , 
% . - 
, - 
4x 
. ; "y 
1 : 4. 
. 
% 5 _ 
-. /þ - 
Y wal” © 
: 
" = = . 
, » " 
h TY 4 . 24 
« gd - i 
s . : f p 
\ C . = 0 
Md , 
4 y : F 
$0 - , . 
- 4 
4 « w L 1 & ? E : 
. od o 
% 
A - Y 
wy 
# . 
. "89 8 'Y 
wo \ " [1 x » 
iN id . 
__ 


— Canes. bo + _—— — <= EP Vd-Gua 0 ht> + gh age pc! 


Civitas Militaris. 


OR, A 


POE 


ON THE 


City Royal Regiment 


HO YR S FE. 


Its City Valour-min its Flames expir'd ; 
But-London's Fame: Immortal Glory bears. 
Preſery'd from waſtirig Age,- and Flames, and Wars « ; 
Yer though we can a new bwlt Cary” ſhow, ; 
We had our Neroes, and damn'd Prators too, 
Who with the Tyrant-Element Conſpir'd, 


And with refiſtleſs Rage our City Fird 2 
Wo; A 2 But 


'T H E Roman Gallariry long fince retir'd, 


Ty 
Ji: 


—_—— - Wogan 


Our Prince ſhalh be in $ery much Mich 


[ 12.5] 

But as the Deluge did o'reflow the Earth, 
Only to give a better World a Birth, 
So from devouring Flames. once caus'd our fear, 
New Houtfcs, and brighe Pyramids APPCAT 3 
And Warlike Youths, "for mighty Deeds arte, 
Their Ciries Coy; and, cheir "Nations Prize... 

Such, ah” are you, you Mighty Sons Df, Mars, 
The nappy Omens of ſucceeding Wars ! 
In Bloody Ficlds, the (urelt Conqueſt falls, 
Where Heroes March, and Kings are Generals. 
No greater Parriot Mankind could Eſpoule ; 
Great 38 your Leader, and,as good your Cauſe : - 
Tyrants have oft whole Provinces Subdu' d. 
And in their Subj ects Blood their Hands Imbru'd. 
Our King docs Regal Glemaeney impart ; 


AKing thats after God's ands Peoples Heart, 


Methinks 1 fee him Landing on the Stran 
Lord of the Ocean firſt Sagd then'of Land }. 
Fami runs beforthim ke the Morning-Star, 
And tells his Skill, and Mighty Feats in War : 
The Mighty Naſa ſhews his Goodneſs torch ; 
1he Mighty Nacons all Applaud. his Worth; 
The Nobler Citizens themſtlyes;preſenc, 


— 
h, 


» Grar d his Perſon, and hi Government, /- #0 


Ng Hiling Skwldicrs tor themCountrigs ; good, 
Purfifely ſpend their Treaſure as their Blood ; 
Unlike the Gloomy Davs we lately ſaw, 

When Soveraign Will: devour dhe; PeoplesLaw; 
When 1riſh 7, eagues Were bs. 'Its Bounty. ted; --- 
Hird to Cut-Throars, and Murder for, theix Bread. 
Now a. Screner. Ray. cf:BI :: APPCATS, FT 
Atter a'Serics of ſad rowhing years 


And's City Combarkiis! mul -— Grovnid, 
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[ i344; 
Whilt Youthful Blood and Vigour {well our Veins, 
And Chivalry' s the Theam of Nobler Pens-; © 
Whilſt in the Field the Martial Her6e walks, 

Of Wars fierce God, and: Blood and Slaughter ralks; 56 : 
 Whilt Warlike Steeds beat with their Hoots'the Ground, | 
And Neigh and Prance;- to the Shrill Trumpers ſound +; "2 
In every Chme, where Heat and Cold do waſte, | | 
Our Mighty Warriours and their Fame thall laſt... 
Our little London, on' the ib Coaft; - « * 
Can Mighty Wonders, and Brave Actions _——— 81 
There Warlike Baker a. firm Bulwark ſtood, | yer” | 

Gainſt French and Iriſh, an Augean' Brood.” i THAT. 

The Mighty Bakeris in War Renown, | 
With deathleſs. Wreaths, and laſting: Lavres'C Crown Fn | | 
The Mighty Baker is-the Muſes Theam, ' © FW1910 | 
My daily Subje&t, and my nightly: Dream; ; | | | 
Skill din the Arts, that-do to War belong; 8 
Soft were his Paiſi 10ns, as his Hand was Roms: = 
But curſed Fate!, we paying Tribute, come - - | 
To his Immortal Worth, and tohis Tomb ! 

Ah ! Partial Deſtiny ! Thou took the beſt -; 
Thou Lop the Heroe, and thou faviſt the Pricſt 
Baker obtain'd an Everlaſting Name, 

Walker was only Heir to:his Fame. 


If little London. ſuch great Trophics gains, 
For greater London, what juſt praiſe remaing ? 
In this good Soil, how many Warriours grow ? 
How manv Qorious Bakers can we ſhow ? b , 
Thouzh loſs of Charters might deject themind, I 
Yet ey'n when Slaves, we could trace Courage find; 
And when a Papiſt had forſook the Throne, 
We gave a Juſter Monarch the loft Crown. - 
With Generous Rage, and Manly Virtue Arm'd, 
With Kingly Goodneſs, and the Souldicr Charm' d, 


_ 


[4 ] 


We ſit ſecurely underneath his Shade; * {Hit 

And prop the Righteous King our Hand have made. + 
Hail Happy Monarch } Leader nour Tears, 

And Partner of our Joys, and of our. Fears! 

Lead on, well follow to the utmoſt bound, 

Where Danger' s een, and Grizly Death 1s found ; br 

Through Winters Froſt, through driven Snow and Dirt, ;; 

Where Marching's: xedious, and thedays bur ſhort : 

Where no Proviſion's found. to chear our Swords; 

But what the Hedges and the Brook affords. // 

Let Tories Snarle, afd view theienvied Crown, 

You may diſſolve their Malice in a frown'; ; 

And if the Gangrene ſhould too far o'reſpread, 

Bring ddxim the Royal Thunder on their Head. 

Our Truſty Swords are keen, prepared all- 

To Guard your Life, or'to Revenge Your fall, 

On Rome's black Agents, the Fg yptianSots, 

Their Poiſnous Praughts, - and Brandy-Bottle Plots. 

He's Belzebubs own. Child, who not content, 

Does hate his King, - and curſe his Government : 

In times large Chronicles; 'we: cannot find 

Men hated Kings'for being: good and kind, 

But theſe diſown the very-Ac&& they've: done : I 

And who nufled the Father, would the Son. 


Unhappy James! Undone by Knaves and Beaſts ; 
He never thriv'd was Influencd by Prieſts : 
When thou with Foreign Troops ſo much waſt ſcar 'd, 
How wcll their boaſted Loyalty appeard ? 
Tho by thy breach of Statute-Law they thriy'd, 
And on the Ruine of their Country livd, 

In times of Danger, left hee to the Rage 

Of Injur'd Subjects, nothing could 5". 6 ; 
From Eaſe, tram Pleaſure, and from Empue torn, 
By all Deſerted; and alone forlorn : 


' Unpiticd 


[53 4 
Unpitied by his Friends, does grovcling lye; 
| | The poor Remains of Tyrant Monarchy, 


Within ſome Regal Dome keep Paradice, 

Feed on the daintieſt Cates, the Wheat and Peaſe, 
eftphalia-Bacon, and fat Cheſbire-Checſe, 

But when they find the Houſe begin to fall, 

And ſpye the flaws, and view the tottering Wall, : 
By Natural Inftmc&t, caution'd &f their ſtay, 

Forewarn din time, they wiſely run away, 

Mourning the Bread and Cheeſe they now muſt looſe; 
But more the Fate of the declining Houſe. 


Thus have I known a well-fed Race of Mice; 


Our Prince a better Fate muſt ſure attend, 
Whom willing Subjects at their charge Defend ; 
Tyrants can't force a Regiment for the Wars, 

Our King Commands large Troops of Volunners. 
Such once our former Monarchs did attend, 

And from Invading Foes the Land Defend: : 
Hail, Mighty Warriours ! Heayen dire& your Courſe, 
Each Man a Knight, a Pegaſus cach Horſe ; 

Sworn to Deſtroy the Holds of Hell and Rome, 

For better Ages, and braye Times to come ; 

When Peace and Plenty ſhall ſurround our Shore, 
And Defunct Tyrants ſhall be ſeen no more : 

When Hells devouring Womb ſhall be quite filld, 
With the fat Sacrifice your Swords have kill'd : 
Then you returning from the Scenes of Wars, 
Adorn'd with VVounds, and Beautify'd with Scars, 
Shall by the numerous Crowd receive Applauſe, 
And tender Virgins bleſs you as you paſs : 

The Ranſom'd Nations ſhall Exalt your Praiſe, 
Structures of Marble to your Fame ſhall raiſe. 
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